WANDER-BIRDS

addressed ourselves to the ascent. We were only
a mile from the custorn-house5 when5 for the
second time, we met the Alfa Romeo descending.
It disappeared, carrying with it a load of hatred^
envy and mixed uncharitableness of every variety.

The road mounted and mounted. We passed
through the region of pine woods. Around and
above us3 now, the slopes were bare | quite close,
among the nearer summits, across the valley3 were
patches of snow. For all that the season was
sumrner3 the air -was uncommonly sharp and
nipping. A wind blew j In the shade it was
positively cold. But that did not prevent the
car from boiling.

The hospice and the hotels of the Mont Cenis
stand on the shores of a lake in the middle of a
little plateau that lies, a miracle of flatness amid
the surrounding perpendicularity. Towards the
Italian side this shelf among the hills ends ab-
ruptly in what is nearly a precipice. For the
last four or five hundred feet the road leading up
to it is terraced out of the rock and rises with
uncommon steepness. We were half-way up
these final zigzags, when all at once, bursting
with a roar round the corner of a bluff that had
muffled the sound of its approach, the scarlet
Alfa Romeo appeared at the bottom of the preci-
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